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ADVERTISEMENT T. 


hay Elegies of Mr. HammoND are now very generally 
known to be tranſlations from TiBULLUs; but fo hap- 
pily are they executed, that they have juſtly given him no 


undiſtinguiſhed rank among the Engliſh Poets. 


The Author of theſe now ſubmitted to the Public would 


have been happy to have avoided a compariſon in which he 


is conſcious of great diſadvantage to himſelf, the ſole merit of 
originality excepted. As, however, the very title-page may 
occaſion that compariſon, he wiſhes to aſlign a reaſon for 


differing in one inſtance from a Writer he greatly admires, 


The Roman imagery, and alluſion to Roman cuſtoms and 


manners, with which Mr. HAuuoxp's Elegies abound, would 
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be highly improper, were he conſidered in any other view than 


as the Repreſentative of TiBuLLUs. As ſuch he is juſtly ex- 
cuſcable : but what has a modern Writer to do with the Hea- 


then Deities ? 


The Reader will therefore obſerve, that the perſonification 
of the Paſſions ſupplies their place. 


This plan has been already adopted by ſome of our beſt 


Writers; nor was it neglected by the Antients themſelves : but 


ſurely no authority is neceſſary to vindicate Perſonification, 
the Offspring of Nature and Common Senſe, and the Parent 
of almoſt every Grace that beautifies modern Poetry. 
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' ON UNFORTUNATELY FALLING IN LOVE WITH THE MISTRESS 


OF A FRIEND. 


\ H me! what means the frequent riſing ſigh 


That from myſelf I labour to conceal ? 
Ah! what the ſtarting tear, the downcaſt eye; 
And thoſe ſoft pains I muff, yet dare not feel? 


With numerous friends by bounteous Fortune bleſt, 
The gay companions of each focial hour, 
Ah! why does pining Grief® invade my breaſt, - 


That ſhrinks with horror from the ſullen Power ? 


1 Teo 


Cie 11 
Too well, alas! the fatal ſigns I know, 


| My. heart too oft has felt theſe pangs before ; 


From LOW, from Love Jone, theſe tormepts Bow 3 . 


Tyrant, avaunt! 1 ini thy chains no more, 


| Tyrant, avaunt ! Reflection guards my heart, 


And Prudence bids me all thy wiles diſdain; 
Thus armed, my boſom ſcorns thy wonted art, 


And common Beauties frown or ſmile in vain. 


And would'ſ thou yet thy cruel power extend ? 

Thus foiled, ah! mean'ſ thou other ſnares to try? 
And wilt thou force my ſtubborn ſoul to bend? 

O Love ! expoſe me not to Laura's eye. 


Fool that I am my weakneſs to reveal, 
When ſilence can alone ſecure my pride! 
Vet why attempt that weakneſs to conceal 


Which from myſelf, alas! I cannot hide ?, 


And 
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And ſure the fatal truth was known before, 


Even now I fall a tame reſiſtleſs prey; 
Reflection, Prudence, Pride, can guard no more, 


All, all ſubmit to Love's almighty ſway. 


Unjuſt to Friendſhip, and unjuſt to me ! 
Could'ſt thou not kindle ſome lefs hurtful flame # 
Becauſe with Damon's, all my thoughts agree, 


Say, muſt my love and Damon's be the ſame? 


Oh ! that my boſom could alike remain 

True to my love, and to my friendſhip true ! 
But I muſt quit my love, my friend to gain, 

Or loſe my friend, if I my love purſue. 


Yes, Friendſhip is an awful ſacred name, 
And all her votaries gain deſerved applauſe; 
But Love, alas! aſſerts a ſtronger claim, 


And ſoon or late we all obey has laws. 


1 
But yet ſhould Love my fickle heart invade, 


And from my boſom force a hopeleſs ſigh 


When' I behold the ſoft, the beauteous Maid, 


For whom my abſent friend would gladly die; 


Shall I not tear the paſſion from my breaſt, 


That, but in thought, would bid me wrong my friend? 
— Againſt the force of Love have all confeſt 


'Tis vain, alas ! *tis folly to contend, 


One tranſient glance from lovely Laur's eye 


Breaks my reſolves, and all my ſoul diſarms; 


Forgot is Damon, when my Laura's by, 


And Friendſhip's ſmile ſubmits to Beauty's charms, 


If for a rival thou canſt pity know, 


That pity, Damon, I may juſtly claim 
For Grace and Innocence on her beſtow 


Unbounded power to raiſe an amorous flame, 


* 
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But why 61d I her countleſs charms recite ? 


Tis folly to repeat her praiſe to thee : 
My love too plain appeats from what I write, 
Nor can thy pity with that love agree. 


Torn from thy friendſhip, or from Laura's love, 

Wee a 1 fl Heath ted Wödü Alke: 

Death, Death alone, my ſorrows can remove, 
See my bare boſom, here let Damon ſtrike. 


Nor let him then refuſe a pitying tear! 
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And oh! with his, thy tears ar Lars blend ! { 
Thus to reward my; love, ah! do not fear; 


Twill wound no lover, and 'twill wrong no fiend... 


« Here reſts 2, Nouth, (cheſe lines my tomb ſhall bear), 
* Whoſe fate the hardeſt heart muſt ſurely move: 
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HE DESCRIBES HIS SITUATION IN THE COUNTRY BEFORE E 
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HAD SEEN DELIA, AND HIS STATE OF MIND AT ER = 
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WARDS IN HER ABSENCE. | 5 
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F. from the tumult of the noiſy town, 
Where buſy C6ttinletce throngs the ample fireet, 
With ſweet Content, to reſtleſs Pomp unknown, ' - 


Joyful 1 fled, and choſe this calm retreat, l 
| Bleſt in tay hutnible wiſh" by bounteous Heaven 


How bright to me did every valley ſhine  * 
For then ſome friendly Power to me had given 
The mind to make all Nature's bleſſings mine. | 
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Nor 
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Nor ſeldom would my foul well-pleas'd reflect 
On vanities forgot, and joys deſpiſed ; © 
Experience taught ſach follies to r&jea, | 
And prize alone the * 1 Wiſdom prized. 
Nor yet the humble manners of the pl plain ech oo? ! ds 2 
Beneath the dignity of man I thought, 8 


Nor ſcorned this noble leſſon, 00 Be Daman,” 
To each unſettered youtl. by Nature taught. 


Thus wiſely free from every fordid care, 
No favoured enn was &er more truly bleſt; 3 
Gay was my heart, no paſſion harboured there, 
Even Love was baniſhed from my quiet breaſt... 


Calmly I baſked in Fortune's noontide ray, 


And blefſed the day that gave this peaceful ſcene, | 
And fondly thought the preſent Kill was May, 


And judged'each future month as May ſerene. | 


Q x ; Yet 
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Yet now in vain I check the rifing ſigh, 
While all my grief theſe tender lines unfold; 
My wondering vale beheld bright Delia's eye, | 
Her powerful charms retared the Age of Gold. 


But ah! too ſoon the Fair theſe vallies left, 


For ſure the golden Age with Delia fled; | eee, 
Penſive and ſad, of Her ang Peace bereft, adh TR 
I muſe with folded arms and d drooping head. 


Loneſome I ſit denen, you ſpreading oo, 
| (Full oft my Delia on that feat reclined), 
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And Recollectiom 8 ready — teach 


To trace her gr "age on my mind. 
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Oft I reflect on joys now flown aways 


And n the hour wha ard 1 viewed her charms, 
But ah ! more often curſe the fatal day, | 


That ted my Delia from my longing arms. 
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E L E OV III. 


HE COMPLAINS THAT THE VARIOUS AMUSEMENTS AND DI- 
VERSIONS OF THE TOWN COULD NOT ENABLE HIM 


TO CONQUER HIS PASSION FOR DELIA. 


gay Amuſements, and ye vain Delights, 
Fantaſtic Nymphs of proud Auguſta's train; 


Courted by every fool whom thought affrights, 
Who joys to fly front Reaſon's hated reign, 


In vain 1 ſought your fond deluſive aid, 
To ſooth the ein of my wounded heart; 
To raze from thence the nag of the Maid, 
Whoſe radiant beauty gave the laſting ſmart. 


(G 5 Þ 
In vain I ſought (whom Love has rendered blind), 
In the thronged Mall a more angelic Fair; 


In vain, alas! Eſqught I could not find 
Half fuch angelic charms as Delia's there. 


2. Let me but break this cruel. chain, I cried. 


Thy flave, O Love, for ever ſhall obey; 
Some other Nymph ſhall o'er my heart preſide, .. 
« A willing ſubject to her gentle ſway.” 


His ſ applian " refuſed, for well he knew, 
The youth who once could break fair Delia J chain, | 
Who once to ſuch a nymph could prove untrue, 


Would view all other charms with cold diſdain. 


Then, wretched captive ! while 4 tedious night 
Reſtleſs I trod Diverſion's giddy round, 


| The fleeting Pleaſures mocked my dazzled Gght, 


While Diſappointment on their votary frowned. 


. 
In vain the tabor's lively ſound invites, 


If Delia join not in the ſprightly dance; 
Vain, melting Myſic ! are thy ſoft delights 1 
Enchanting Beauty! vain thy amorous glance! 


My wondering friends when ſweet Seſtini ſung, 
Saw me in ſilence wipe a falling tear; 
Such heavenly notes from ſweeter Delia's tongue 
I once enjoyed, but Delia is not here. den 237127102 GT 


Ah | were ſhe here to ſooth my penſive ſoul, - - .. 
And more, much more than melody reſtore ; ; 18 
Her magic voice would every ſenſe controul, > 120297 


And, ſweet Seſtini, thou be heard no more. 


Vain ſchemes of bliſs ! I ſought the maſquerade 
To nurſe my paſſion in ſome apt diſguiſe ; 
O Abelard, thy habit lend its aid, 


Nor ſofter tears once trembled in thy eyes. 


I called 
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called on abſent Eloiſe name nd bir Cipt od ninv 1 
But Delia, all my vows were paid to thee; i ai 


vo Abelard no Eloifa came, e e 


In vain 1 an, no Delia came to me. 
Ye gay, ye thought-diſpeling ſcenes, adieu! isbn TA 
Ye cannot love, alas! nor grief diſpel! | 
But Reaſon ſure can teach her choſen. few 
To conquer Grief, and Love himſelf to quell 


Yes, Delia, Reaſon will my callobey, :- 
So ſhall thy abſence leſs regretted prove - 


Fond boaſt ! reſiſtleſs is thy ſovereign ſway, 


And Reaſon's ſelf ſubmits to mighty Love? 
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ON DELIA'S BIRTH-DAY, IN WHICH SHE FIRST CONFESSED A 


MUTUAL PASSION, 


* VE, Hope, and chaſte Deſire, ſhall bleſs the day, 
And every ſofter Power its care ſhall claim, 
When firſt I ſaw the conſcious bluſh betray 
The welcome ſecret of my Delia's flame. 


That opening morn no cloud ſhall cer obſcure, 
No riſing miſt deface that evening ſky, 

And, as it fades, each ftar of influence pure 
Rival the ſiſter beams of Delia's eye. 
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| No other dey of all the circling year 
An equal ſhare of happineſs can prove ; 
My Delia's oat hour, how truly dear ! 
vet dearer ſtill is that of Delia's love ! ; 
The ſun that riſing ſaw the ſwains rejoice, 
q ; Setting, beheld their copious tears to flow; 
N One day her beaity gave, and fixed ben choice, 
4 15 Their ſource of pleaſure, and their ſource of woe. 
. That day ſach perfect bliſs to me Das ſhewn, 
* The Muſe in vain my rapture would expreſs, 


Since it has given to me, and me alone, 


Alike her beauty, and her love to bleſs. 
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FROM THE ' COUNTRY TO A FRIEND IN LONDON. 


N the deep umbrage of a ſolemn grove, 
Where Contemplation's parent, Silence, reigns, 
Save when the cooings of the mournful dove 


Speak in expreſſive notes Love's tender pains, 


Theſe lines I write; ſay, can my much loved friend, 
Moving in Diſſipation's higher ſphere, 

To humble ſcenes and rural lays attend, 
Nor will a theme ſo rude offend his ear ? 


D 2 I truſt 
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1 truſt it Gat wes for, if right1 deem, 
His foul is formed ſuch follies to deſpiſe : 
Pomp he eſteems an idle glittering dream, 
And titles loſe their luſtre in his eyes. 


Him more delight the joyous train of May, 
That, decked with flowers, her rural orgies hold; 
Than the vain circle of the proud and gay, 


That ſhine in courts with orient gems and gold. 


Then come, dear friend, oh ! come with me to ſhare 
The e pleaſures of the laughing Spring: 

Oh ! leave the city, leave the ſons of Care; | 
Here every hour ſome new delight ſhall bring, 


The faireſt Maid of all the humble vale, 
(Nor fairer Maids in any vale are found,) 


For thee at eve ſhall rob the milky pail, 


ns A 


And fill the cup with wine and nutmeg crown'd, 


But 
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But though her form the ruſſet gown diſguiſe, 


Still let my cautious friend of love beware: 
Her modeſt bluſhes, and her downcaſt eyes, 
May prove the fatal ſource of endleſs care; 


For, oh! if Love once enter, then no more 
Even in a cottage hope a mind ſerene: 
Where Love abides,-Peace ever ſhuns the door,. 


And ſeeks on trembling wing a ſafer ſcene. 


if? bl 


DEFENCE OF THE MINOR POETS. 


ADDREST TO A FRIEND. 


— are, my friend, who flight the gentle Muſe, 
That to the vale inglorious would retire, 
And nothing ſcorn the modeſt taſk to chuſe 
With careleſs hand to wake the rural lyre: 


The calm delights ſequeſtered ſcenes afford, 
The harmleſs pleaſures of the village-ſwain, 
The hearty welcome, and the frugal board, 


+ Theſe humble themes their lofty minds diſdain. 


L * 1 
The charms of beauty, and the tale of love, 


Beſt by the ſilent- ſpeaking eye expreſt; 
The ſecret ſhady walk, the conſcious grove, 


For ever by the happy lover bleſt; 


If ſuch the ſong, what though the fayoured lays. 
Blend Hammond's tenderneſs with Prior's eaſe ;. 
Expects the Muſe. for this the meed of praiſe ? 
Sweet Trifler,.ceaſe.! aſpire no more to pleaſe. . 


For them the drum.muſt beat, the trumpet ſound ;. 
Oppoſing bands in dreadful conflict join; 

For them unnumbered heroes bite the ä 

And kingdoms fall, to fill their vaſt deſign. 


For them the dagger, or the poiſoned bowl. |, 
Fraught with flow death, their ſavage. aid muſt lend; 
Mad Jealouſy muſt fire the impaſſioned ſoul, , 


Or fell Deſpair the tortured boſom rend. freed 
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Shall then the Epie and the Tragic Muſe 


Snatch with invidious hand the tuneful bays, 
And, lawleſs ſway affuming, dare refuſe 


Their modeſt Siſter's humbler wreath of praiſe ? 


Forbid it Love! forbid it every power 
Whoſe gentle ties the willing heart enflave ! | 
Still ſhall the ſwain in many a roſeate bower 


Sweetly attune the oaten reed ye gave. 


Yes, ſtill ſhall Love the youthful poet aid, 

(And Love muſt ſure the coldeſt fancy warm,) 
His pleaſing taſk to praiſe his favourite Maid, 

To paint the ſplendour of her angel form; 


To bid his pencil all her beauties trace, 
To ſteal the milder luſtre of her eyes; 

To mark with rapture each attractive grace, 
And catch her kindling bluſhes as they riſe, 


Such 


( 29 J 
Such bluſhes overſpread his Cloe's cheek 
While love-fick Prior trembled as he drew; 


Where ſhall we now ſuch baſhful ſweetneſs ſeek ? a | 
Ah! Leonora, tis poſſeſt by you. 


Shall cold Oblivion ever ſnatch the lay 

That conſecrates Belinda's * lock. to Fame ? 
Shall time deſtroy the fan of gentle Gay ? 

Or blot a page that boaſts fair 8 name? 


Shall we loſe thee, ſweet Nancy f of the Vale ? 
No more ſhall Phillida 3, ſhall Jeſſy j charm ? 
And ſhall not tender Hammond's lovelorn tale 


The ſoftened breaſt of unborn Beauties warm?: 


Rival of Pindar, O immortal Gray! 
(For ſure no ſecondary fame is thine !) 

Hard by the village church I ſee thee ſtray, , 
While ſimple Nature prompts the moral line. 


* Pope. + Prior, ! Shenſtone, . 
E. Yet. 
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Yet ent of Troy and War's alarm, 

Even Mantuas Muſe would ſeck the beechen ſhade; 
Nor does the rural picture ceaſe to charm, 


Nor, ſimple though they be, the colours fade. 


Nor, Shakſpere ! did thy heaven-born muſe diſdain 
. ſing of Oberon and his ſprightly queen, 
Whoſe moon: light revels on the daiſied plain 


Full oft were by the wondering ſhepherd ſeen. 


And thou, immortal Bard! by Seraphs crowned ! 
Whether with lively Mirth, and Pleaſure gay, 
Thou liſten to the jocund rebec's ſound, 


Or frame the melting melancholy lay; 


Still doſt'thou charm no leſs hin when thy ſong 
Majeſtic, bids our fearful eyes behold 

Angelic combat, and the rebel throng 

bon from the verge of Heaven headlong rolled. 


2 Sice 
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Since then the nobleſt of the tuneful art: 


Have deigned to lay aſide the bolder lyre, 
And touch with ſweet ſimplicity the heart; 


With me, my Friend, the artleſs ſtrain admire. 
Convinced, Ambition's fond purſuit give o'er; 
Content be thou with milder rays to ſhine: 


Few can attain the wreath that Milton wore, 


But Hammond's myrtle chaplet may be thine. 
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HE LAMENTS THE LOSS OF HIS MISTRESS, AND DESCRIBES 


THEIR LAST PARTING. 


ME all ye Youths who long have loved in vain, 


Scorned or neglected by the obdurate Fair, 


vet till in abſence drag the inglorious chain, 


The unpitied victims of deſerved deſpair ; 


Oþ come and liſten to my plaintive ſong : 


Far ſadder woes than yours my ſong relates 


And, while my notes their mournful ſounds prolong, 


Confeſs, yourſelves what milder doom awaits. 


Say, 
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Say, ſhall the Youth, with generous paſſion fraught, 


Pine for the ſordid Maid whom Intereſt ſways ? 
Or waſte in abſence one uneaſy thought 


On her who yields to Flattery's idle praiſe ? 


Say, ſhall the fluttering ſlave of pride and dreſs, 
Whoſe empty mind no merit e'er could move; 
Shall ſuch a Maid that heart an hour poſſeſs 
Which Nature formed for friendſhip and for love ? 


Shall ſhe who boaſts herſelf for conqueſt born, 
And views with ſcorn each ſubject Love has made 
Shall ſhe meet other fate than ſcorn for ſcorn, 


Or gain one wreath that ſhall not quickly fade ? 


For ſhame ! be Men! deſpiſe the unworthy Fair 
Whom Intereſt, Pride, or Love of Power controulq 
Lo! Wiſdom's voice appalls the fiend Deſpair, 


And whiſpers peace and comfort to the ſoul. 


Wo? © 5 
May ſmiling Beauty bleſs your better choice, 


And Love's pure flame with ſteady luſtre ſhine ? 


My ſorrows never may ye ſhare !—the voice 


Of Wiſdom ſcarce can ſooth a grief like mine. 


I mourn no heartfelt wounds of ſcorn or pride, 
No venal Miſtreſs can my peace moleſt ; 
For idle ſtate my Fair- one never ſighed, 


Ambition never heaved her gentle breaſt. 


The glittering pomp and pageantry of dreſs, 
Vain Folly's admiration, ſhe deſpiſed ; 


She wiſhed no other conqueſt to poſſeſs 


Than one that one above the World ſhe prized. 


Loving, beloved, what bliſsſul days we knew ! 
Even abſence half our wonted joys retained; 
On rapid wings the rapid moments flew, 


While the warm language of the heart remained. 


While 
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While the warm language of the heart that flowed 


Spontaneous from the pen that Love ſupplied, 
With ſcenes of recollected pleaſure glowed, 


Or bade the flatterer Hope our ſorrows hide. 


What artleſs grace, what elegance of thought, 
What ſoftneſs in each tender billet ſhone ! 
Wert thou, Eliza, by ſome Angel taught, 


Or hear'ſt thou Nature's voice and Love's alone? 


If ſimple Nature can ſuch grace impart, 
If Love ſo harmonize each melting line; 
Her voice muſt far ſurpaſs the ſkill of Art, 
And Love or verſe afſert a power divine, 


To whom, Eliza, doſt thou now unfold 
Thoſe ſorrows gentle minds too often prove? 
No more, alas ! theſe eager eyes behold 


The welcome meſſengers of conſtant love. 


Never, 


7 no 


Never, oh never muſt I ſee them more, 


Doom'd to obey a Parent's ſtern decree z 
Yet ſtill thy loſs in ſecret I deplore, 


Still ſigh unheard, till weep unſeen for thee. 


Reflection oft recalls the fatal day 
When, dumb with grief, I looked the laſt adieu: 
Even now I ſee thy tears Eliza, ſay, 


To thee is Memory as unkindly true? 


Even now I view the ſolitary ſeat 
Where Silence rules the melancholy grove ;: 
Sequeſtered ſpot ! Eliza's dear retreat !. 


Where oft, retiring, ſhe indulged her love. 


Oh! to that fatal ſeat no more retire :: 
Approach no more that melancholy grove: 
Far different thoughts thoſe ſcenes will now inſpire, 


Far keener pangs excite than thoſe of love. 
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Thoſe ſcenes beheld the anguiſh of my heart, 


They heard theſe lips repeat the mournful tale; 
Heard my tongue falter,—* Yes, for ever part 
« Eliza ! Duty muſt o'er Love prevail l 


They ſaw me print the laſt, laſt lengthened kiſs, 
Saw ſtealing down our cheeks the filent tear : 

« May Heaven, I cried, yet grant Eliza bliſs !” 
Then, ſighing; turned from all my ſoul held dear. 


What ſtruggling paſſions then my boſom tore | 
Scarce conſcious of my Being, on 1 paſſed ; 
&« And ſhall I? yes,” I cried, “one, one look more * 
« But that, oh Heavens! that look muſt be the laſt !” 


I turned, yet ſcarce beheld the penſive Fair ; 

The trees that moment veiled her from my ſight : 
| Then firſt 1 felt the horrors'of Deſpair; | 
Then would have bleſt thy ſhades, eternal Night! 


F | Tears, 
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Tears, pode tears, relieved my ſwelling breaſt, 
Yet motionleſs I ſtood, of ſenſe bereft; 
So dark a am my labouring ſoul oppreſſed, 


Not one faint ray of ſoothing hope was left. 


And now the beach with flow and mournful pace 
I ſought ;—there oft Eliza wont to ſtray, 
Pleaſed in the ſand her lover's name to trace, 


And with. paſt ſcenes of bliſs delude the day: 


Even when I left the beach I dropped a tear: 
(The ſoul attuned to woe what trifles move!) 

Parting from objects ſhe had rendered dear 
Appeared a ſecond parting from my Love. 


Sleep that ſad night ne'er cloſed theſe wearied eyes ; 
The anguiſh I endured, ah ! who can tell ? 
Ere Morning's earlieſt beam had ſtreaked the ſkies 


I bade that much-loved coaſt a laſt farewell, 


C26 7 


Now, far remote, Doubt heightens all my cares, 


For while, uncertain of Eliza's fate, 
For her I weary Heaven with ceaſeleſs prayers ; 


Perhaps thoſe, very prayers arrive too late 


Be ſtill, my Soul! ſuch gloomy thoughts diſpel : 
Heaven ſurely guards the good and virtuous breaſt ; 
Calm Reſignation there ſhall ever dwell, 


There ſweet Serenity for ever reſt. 


Content diffuſed mild luſtre ſrom her eye, 
Mild were the accents of her angel tongue ; 
I ſaw her half repreſs a riſing ſigh, 
While thus, prophetic, fair Eliza ſung : 


« Why do I mourn? ah! why do I complain 
&« Reſt on this hope, my ſad deſpairing Heart 
In happier regions we ſhall meet again, 


„Shall meet again, and never more ſhall part,” 


Kind 


[ 40 J | \ 
Kind Angels ever guard thee, much-loved Maid! | ; 
And oh! that ſoothing comfort till be thine ! 
Farewell! farewell |—be Heaven's high will obeyed ! 
To bleſs thee with my lateſt breath be mine 
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HE FORBIDS THE UNFEELING AND AYARITIOUS TO MOLEST 


THE RETREAT OF LEONORA, 


Void of feeling, whom the melting eye 


O 


Whoſe hardened boſoms never heave a ſigh, 


And conſcious bluſh of Beauty cannot charm ; 


Whoſe hearts no generous paſſions ever warm; 


If chance ſhould lead you near the humble cot 
Where Love and Joy with Leonora dwell ; 
Oh quickly turn aſide, approach it not; 


Your ſteps unhallowed would profane the cell. 


5 


Taal 


| 
O void of virtue, ye whoſe worthleſs hearts 


* 


The ſordid bands alone of Avarice keep; 
Who love, where Fortune power and wealth imparts, 


But if ſhe bleſs not, leave the Maid to weep; 


Be gone, nor Leonora dare moleſt: 
This grove no refuge gives to impious feet. 
Still ſhall the vale be peaceful as her breaſt, 


The happy vale that holds her calm retreat. 


Ye beauteous ſcenes that bleſſed my early youth, 
That gave her firſt to theſe admiring eyes; 
Oft have ye heard our vows of mutual truth, 


Our vows of love that knew no mean diſguiſe, 


Ah! ſtill be ours, ye venerable groves, 


The evening walk in your ſequeſtered ſhade ; 


- Ours the ſweet converſe Heaven itſelf approves, 


Ours the chaſte love of ſcandal not afraid. 
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Fortune in vain ſhall that pure love annoy 


Which founds on virtue its unſhaken baſe ; 


Not icy Age can e er its warmth deſtroy, 


Nor Time its image from the breaſt efface. 


ELEGY 


KE COMPLAINS OF THE ABSENCE OF DELIA. 


J VEN in the early hours of new-born Love, 


Ere ſmiling Hope firſt ſoothed her infant care, 
What poignant anguiſh was I doomed to prove 


Torn from the preſence of my charming Fair ! 


Yet what were then, dear Girl, the joys I loſt ? 
—[mperfeCt, faint, imaginary bliſs : 
A tranſient glance, a flattering ſmile,— at moſt, 


Half granted, half denied, a haſty kiſs, 


Did 
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!Did abſence then o'erwhelm'my ſoul with grief 
When but a glimpſe of Paradiſe was given? 
Ah! who, my Delia, now ſhall grant relief, 
From Heaven itſelf, from thy embraces driven? 


O melting tranſports! raviſhing delights! 
When to my breaſt I ſtrained the yielding Fair: 
Ve days of pleaſure, and ye rapturous nights, 
What do ye now but add to my deſpair? 


And can I live, thus torn from all I love, 
When equal cares my Delia's heart oppreſs? 
Hope whiſpers, *« Abſence ſhall w_ bliſs improve, 
& And yet ſuperior joys our meeting bleſs.” 


Ah! Delia, does the flatterer whiſper truth ? 
“Superior joys !“ —alas ! that cannot be: 

Thou canſt not, Delia, bleſs thy faithful youth 
With greater Jon than he has known with thee, 


G 


bs * 
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o THE MUSE, WHO ALONE CAN GIVE HIM PLEASURE IN 


THE ABSENCE OF DELIA«. 


O Come, ſweet Muſe, indulge thy penſive ſtrains; 
With thee, uninterrupted, let me ſtray: 
Thy tuneful voice alone can ſooth my pains. 
While the enchanting Delia is away. 
In vain Diverſion ends her feeble aid;. 
Even Nature's charms a fickly aſpect wear: 


What ſ ports can pleaſe without the beauteous Maid 2 


What ſcenes delight me, that ſhe cannot ſhare N 


[ 4] 
O'come, Tweet Muſe, indulge thy penſive ſtrains ; 


Pour the moſt melting melancholy lay : 
Ah ! ſure ſome magic ſpell thy lyre retains, 


For thou canſt pleaſe, though Delia is away. 


A tender joy pervades my ſoftened ſoul 
Whene'er the muſic of thy voice I hear: 
Who taught thee thus Love's anguiſh to controul, 


Repreſs the ſigh, and ſtop the flowing tear ? 


Such power can Delia's name alone ſupply ; A 
In that conſiſts the magic of thy lays : | 

Ah! happy Muſe ! what lyre with thine can vie, 

Whoſe every note refounds with Delia's praiſe ! 
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E N R G N NMI. 


TO DELIA,, WRITTEN: IN A' VIO 


1 


LENT" STORM: AT MIDNIGHT; 


» WAS night: fatigued, I preſſed the lonely bed; 
How bleſt in ſleep thy Angel Form to ſee. ! 
But, ah! too ſoon the heavenly Viſion fled, 

Too ſoon, my Delia, was I torn from theel 


Red lightenings glare, loud peals of thunder roar;: 
The howling winds even with the n vie 3: 
The burſting clouds a copious deluge pour, 
And midnight Horror reigns o'er all the ſky. 


5 o diſmal 
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G diſmal night! with tenfold terrors fraught! 


My fears for thee o'er Reaſon's voice prevail; 


That flaſh—no more —diſtractions in the thought! 


Strike me, ye Lightenings, ere I hear the tale. 


Oh! wert thou here, my Love, my only Care, 
How would I fold thee trembliag in my arms; 
Sooth every riſing fear, thy anguiſh ſhare, 
And ſhield thee from che tempeſt's rude alarms l 


The tempeſt then perchance might rage in vaio,. 
And balmy Sleep might ſeal thoſe lovely eyes, 
In ſoft oblivious bands my Fair retain: 


Till ſmiling Morn reſtore ſerener ſkies "FRI 


But farftom me the beauteous Maid remains = 
Aſſiſt her, Sleep, in this tremendous hour:!: 
If now my Delia wear thy ſilken ee 
For ever. will L bleſs thee, gentle. Power! 
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To DELIA. | THT 260 ; 
HE RELATES THE PAIN HE EXPERIENCED FROM A DREAM 
THAT REPRESENTED HER AS FALSE, BUT CONCLUDES 


4 


* "WITH STILL BELIEVING HER TRUE. 


Thou beloved Miſtreſs of my heart, 


What fears, what ang have I felt for thee 1 


From doubt and jealouſy 8 corroding ſmart 
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May thy ſoft boſom be for ever free! 
The envious Phantoms of the gloomy night hag 
Gave the deceitful viſion to my view 2 
ea Þ 


How could 1 for a moment 1 the eher 
An! rather how believe the viſion true ? 


LE *. H 


Theſe eyes, alas ! beheld' thy yielded charms, 


O perjured Delia, by another preſt: 914 14/7. 1101 
They ſaw thee melting in another's arms, 


They ſaw. thee panting on another's breaſt; 


Affection, Horror, Rage; Revenge, Deſpair, 
Each o'er my ſoul a ſhort-lived Tyrant reigned; 
The fierce contention was too great to bear, 


Tired Nature ſank, nor. long the'ſhock ſuſtained. 


Loſt in a ſenſeleſs trance long time l lay: 
Waking, what horrors crouded· on my mind i 
I: fickened at the chearful face of day, 
And. every hope to Jealouſy reſigned. 


Oh had the ſtroke that inſtant reached my heart, 
Then had my breaſt eſcaped this burning pain; 


Then had I mocked, in death, the envenomed dart 


Now. the fell poiſon. creeps through every vein. 
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Ah! canſt thou, Delia, ſave me from Deſpair ? 
Art thou yet true?—0, equally renowned, 


| Rival the ardour of the faithful Fair 

ö Who ſucked the poiſon from a Huſband's wound! 
| My fears ſubſide :—thou art, my Delia, true: 

N No longer then the pleaſing taſk forbear : 


Here from the taſk no danger can enſue — 
Oh! I would die ere thou my anguiſh ſhare, 


— 


Come then to theſe fond arms, my only Love! 
For this, what anguidh would I not endure? 
What poiſon, Delia, can I fear to prove 
If thy dear lips prefer the balmy-cure? 
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HE LAMENTS HIS APPRQACHING RETURN IN r THE COUNTRY. 
Died 944 T Ald dt act is Ig] 7 


OON, ah ! how ſoon ! returns the cruel ao 
: wid vor of Dok qq Ro | Ant 
That tears me from my 3 Falr oe CARS: J 
1 =oiling Hani rds av 
Alas! no longer, Delia, muſt 1 ftay, 


$ 972 97 ue i hun 1 awry | didn goy J-- 
No longer muſt poſſeſs thy heavenly charms. 
de Aol ad! et Aahſt Ia, 


1 who each morn thy tender ſmiles enjoy, 
mmi offs to 1 7 
And preſs 


: 
each eve the bed of ſoft d eügbt; 
290 nohblog 2 has ne. tom ν,ν, 


Ah how the irkſome day ſhall I be, ! 


vl eye ennat Hilo ads 2280 ib ay fr; 
Ah how ſhall I endure the joyleſs night! 44 
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Haply when wearied Nature ſinks to reſt, 
Sleep may thy image to my ſight reſtore 3 | 
But while I ſtrive to claſp thee to my breaſt, 
Even thed the ſweet illuſion is no more. 


Again I ſtretch my eager arms — in vain, 
Diſtracting thought ! no Delia can I find, 
But wake; ab V to all u former pain, 8 _ 
And languiſh for the bliſs I leave behind. 
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Such ;the fad proſpes opening to my view : 
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Does Fancy's * the diſtnal outline wats ? 
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Even while I * 1 feel the laſt embrace. 


To 
* * 
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The bright effu gene. of the ſummer ky, 
11 9 31t , 9 e110 9V9 012 4 24204 5n/. 


The new-mown meadow, — the golden field, | 
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All the delights t] the loveheſt ſcenes ſupply 
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To . no joy can yield. 5 
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Amid theſe lovely ſcenes I pine forlorn, 


And grudge Auguſta's ſons their ſmoke and noile ; 
Envious, with tears, behold each ſmiling morn, 
While abſent Delia every thought'employs, | 


Ah! were ſhe here to bleſs my rural ſeat, 
The country then no more would ſmile in vain. - 
ny do I dream of happineſs compleat ? 


Tis not for man!—no more, my heart, complain. 
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" DETAINED FROM DELIA IN TRE bunu. 


"Hand in autumnal gold the foreſt ſhines, 
And the faint ſun with horizontal ray, 
Too ſoon the dreary world to Night reſigns, 


Whoſe ebon ſceptre boaſts ſuperior Way. 


Ah! ſoon to Winter muſt hale Autumn yield, 
And frequent clouds the angry ſky deform ; 
The driving ſnow ſoon whiten every field, 
And the bare foreſt bend before the ſtorm. 


(. $i]. 
The cheerleſs fcene aMicts the thoughtful ſwain : 
That {ettled gloom proclaims his grief ſincere: 
Even now he feels anticipated pain, N n 
And gives to future ills a preſent tear. A 


Do I, my Delia, in his ſorrows join? 
Say, do I drop à ſympathizing tear? 

And mourns, my Love, this wibiitaryiline 
The faded beauties f the exptring year? 


The paler bloſſoms of the early Spring, 
Summer's warm tints with brighter glow that ſhine, 
To no enraptured mind more joy could bring, 


Full well thou know'ſt, my Delia, than to mine; 


Yet pleaſed I now behold the ſtorm prevail, 
With joy the foreſt's ſcattered honours ſee ; 

And every blaſt that howls along the vale 

More ſweetly ſounds than Muſics voice to me. 
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Ah! tell me, Delia, 'need the Muſe declare 
| Whence I enjoy this wreck of Nature's | charms * 
— Relentleſs Summer forced me from my Fair; 
Kind Winter will reſtore her to my arms, | 


i 


O Autumn ! how I bleſs thy boiſterous nights! 
What charms for me has yonder faded grove! 
Thy ſtorms are harbingers of ſoft delights, . 
Each falling leaf a meſſenger of Love. 5 ; 
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To DR. HEBERDEN. 


\ S oft, when ſummer heats too long prevail, 
Or blighting winds their baleful influence ſpread; 
The ſmiling beauties of the ſeaſon fail, 


And not a flowret lifts its languid head : 
If chance, when Eve extends her ſhadows pale, 
Soft clouds drop health o'er all the purfled bed ; 
What new-born verdure oer each field is ſhed ! 
What new-born incenſe floats in every gale! 
Thus, on the bed of want when Virtue lies, 
O HEBERDEN, thy bounteous aid is given 2 
Thy hand unſeen the ſecret boon ſupplies, 
(Refreſhing as the ſilent dews of Even,) 
Whoſe ever-during fragrance mounts the ſkies ; 
Incenſe, how grateful to the throne of Heaven ! 
FR I SONNET 
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To * % -, 


* ſoft compaſſion warms thy generous breaſt 
Still with ſucceſs the Suppliant's prayer is crowned - 
Whether by ſickneſs, age, or want, oppreſt, 
For every care ſome lenient balm is found : 
'Tis ſure enough to ſuccour the diſtreſt, 
Rut Virtue ſuch as thine admits no bound ; 
Thy reſt is loſt in giving others reſt, 


hs 


And while thy Pity heals, it ſhares the wound. 
Thus (all the perils of the tempeſt oer?) 


ry * 1 


From the famed tree, Arabia's richeſt boaſt, 
When copious ſtreams of healing balſam pour, 


And the glad merchants bleſs the happy. cot; : 
EN * 
The generous Plant too ſoon ſhall they, deplore 
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That while it TROP} moſt aſe is wounded moſt. / 
1 ee 
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ON LovE. | 


H! who can ſay, to him that fondly loves 


A 


How ſtrangely various every hour appears ? 


For roving with the wind his Fancy roves, 
And now in joys is loſt, and now in tears : 
If chance one ray of hope his boſom chears, 
| Deſpair too ſoon the flattering ſcene removes ; 
Then the ſevereſt ſnares of Fate he proves, 
Surmizes, groundleſs Doubts, and jealous Fears. 
Oh ſad reſemblance of an April day! 
Gay ſmiles the morn, deceitfully ſerene, . 
Yet while it flatters, yields a dubious ray, 
And clouds, and ſadden darkneſs intervene, 
Defraud the promiſe of approaching May, 
And blaſt with ruthleſs ſtorms the beauteous ſcene. 
I 2 SONNET 
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S ON NE T IV 


To Lx0Nota. 
F crouds of wretched Youths in teats complain, 
By Fortune parted from ſome havghty Fair 
| Who treats their tender yows with cold diſdain, 

Nor grants one gentle ſmile to ſooth their care . 
Do I, my Leonora, weep in vain 

Since none with me thy ſmiles could ever ſhare, 
And this, in abſence, ſill augments my pain 


þ 1 That mutual as our love, is our deſpair ? 
. Thus, when his Maſter's dreaded voice confines 
| ; The unwilling ſchool-boy in the hour of play; 
b | If at the harſh decree he yet repines 
li Though winds and chilling rains deform the day; 
: Ah! how much more when Morn ſerenely ſhines, 
And Spring invites, and all the meads are gay ! 
| SONNET a 
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open foes of Love's bewitching art, 


Believe a N by fad experience wiſe ! 

Ne'er from Employment's beaten nn" depart, 
Nurſed in the lap of Sloth the Infant lies: 

Love's fatal arrow never wounds the heart, 
'When Vigilance her ſevenfold ſhield ſupplies ; 

That once removed, then Beauty wings the dart,, 
And with too certain aim, alas! it flies. 

The Veteran thus, whom hardy Valour warms, 
Firm in his duty, ſtill maintains his poſt ; 

While the raw Youth, betrayed by Pleaſure's charms, 
Submits a priſoner to the adverſe hoſt : 

Him ſmiling Peace reſtores to Freedom's arms, 
But Beauty's captive is for ever loſt, 
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"To LEONORA. 


_ on my glowing mind ſhall paint 
In pleaſing colours that ſhall never fade 


Thoſe charming ſcenes when I without reſtraint 
With thee, my lovely Leonora, ſtrayed : 
To thee my abſent Fair, my only ſaint, 


Thy votary's ardent vows are ever paid; 
But thou, alas! art deaf to his complaint, 
Nor grant'ſt the boon for which he long has pray'd : 
Ah! give me ſoon, thou dear relentleſs Fair, 
Some kind remembrance to relieve my pain, 
Thus ſhallT one more precious relique bear, 
And, though in abſence, ſoothing hope obtain ; 


Now, fond deceit of woe! thy lock 1 wear 


_ © Cloſe to my boſom preſt, but preſt in vain. 
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S ON N E T VI. 


To LEONORA. 


\ Beauty, Softneſs, Elegance combined | 
Bleſs in one perfect form our dazzled ſight ;. 

| Since Goodneſs, - Sweetneſs,, Wiſdom, Wit, have joined: 
Her mind to render as her perſon bright; 

Since (that dear breaſt to tender thoughts inclined) 
Sighing,. ſhe owns my love ſhe cannot ſlight ;: 

Then Prudence ! blame me not,, whom now you find. 
An ardent lover where ſuch charms invite; 

When I your picture, Leonora, drew, 
Affection every vivid colour brought :: 

Yet Envy frowning owned the likeneſs true, 
And Love thus bleſſed the Painter he had taught, 

That you to me, dear girl, as I to you, | 


Should conſtant prove in word, in deed, in thought. 
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O FOR Oblivion's friendly draught, to heal | 
The ceaſeleſs anguiſh of my wounded breaſt ! 
The pains, alas ! that I in abſence feel 
By no leſs lenient balm can be repreſt: 
Happy the youth that boldly may reveal 
The truth his eyes already have confeſt, 
For ſure it doubles ſorrow to conceal 
The latent wound that robs the ſoul of reſt! 
Love, hidden Love does all my peace deſtroy; 
In filent grief my blooms of youth 4 855 : 
I every hope reſign of every Joy 


To gain a fading wreath of empty praiſe, 
While Honour bids me, like the Spartan boy, 


Till Death conceal what on my vitals preys. 
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